RALPH    RASHLEIGH
McCoy, standing near, raised his musket and struck the
traitor full on the mouth, driving in his front teeth. O'Leary
fell unconscious, but Foxley was remorseless.
'Get some water and bring him to his senses/ he ordered.
'Then we'll make him fast to a tree., and flog him for as long
as we can stand over him. After that we'll hang him up to
feed crows.*
O'Leary recovered consciousness, and was duly bound to
a tree. Foxley, the corners of his mouth drooping with bar-
barity, took off his broad leathern belt and began to flog him
with the buckle end. Rashleigh's stomach turned at the
sight of the bloody back, the flesh of which was rawed to the
bone before Foxley's arm. tired and he handed the belt to
Smith. He had seen many vicious floggings, but they were
as nothing to this, which Smith continued until O'Leary's
shrieks and bitter oaths gradually ceased and his head fell on
one side, his frame drooping in its bonds.
*So you're fainting, are you!' exclaimed McCoy, taking
the belt from Smith. Til bring you to again/
The sagging body -was once more belaboured with the
ruddy buckle-end, until it seemed to Rashleigh that the
traitor must be dead.
'Hold your hand, McCoy/ said Foxley, 'or he'll not
have enough life left in him to make him worth hang-
ing.'
All ordinary methods of resuscitation failed to bring the
suffering ruffian back to consciousness, when Smith sliced a
piece of salt pork into the water in which Rashleigh had
washed other slices, and poured the briny liquid into the
lacerations of their victim's back. This treatment, remind-
ing Rashleigh of the curative treatment on the hulk at Ports-
mouth, was instantly efficacious. O'Leary screamed and
howled in torment, punctuating his cries with such bitter
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